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h**. Filth thoalieft. 

Em. By heauen I doc not,I doe not Gentlemen, 

G murderous Coxcombe ! what fhould fuch a Foolc 
Doc with fo good a woman ? 

The Moore rumtts at Iago.Ia go kilt hit wife. 
Oth. Arc there no ftoncs in heauen, 

But what ferues for the thunder ? pretious villaine. 

Gra. The woman falh,fure he has kild his wife. 

Em. 1,1 ,0 by me by ray miftreffe fide. Exit lago. 

Gra. Hee’s gone,but his wife’s kild. 

Mon. Tis a notorious villaine,take your weapon. 
Which I haue here recouered from the Moore : 

Come, guard the dore without, let him not paffe. 

Bur kill him rather,Tle after that fame villainc, 

JFor tis a damned flaue. Exit Mont, and Gratiano. 

■ Oth, I am not valiant neither. 

But cuevy puny whipfter gets my fword, 

But why fhould honour out liue honefly ? 

Let itgoe all 

Em. Moore, (he was chaft,fhe lou’d thoe cruell Moor?, 
So come tny foule to bliflc,as I fpeake true ; 

So fpcaking as I thinkc,! die,I die. [he diet. 

Oth. I haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a lword of Spaine.thell'cbrookes temper; 

0 here it is; Vnclc I muft come forth. Gra .within. 

Cra. If thou attempt it,it will coft thee decre, 

f hou haft no wcapon,aod perforce muftfuffer. 

Oth. Looke in vponme then, and fpeake tertne. 

Or naked as. f am, I will a {fault thee. 

Gra. What is the matter? 

Oth. Behold,I haucawcapon,- 

Abetter neuer did it fclfefuftame 

Vpon a Souldiers thigh : I hauc fecne the day. 

That with this little arme,and this good lword, 

1 haue made my way through mote impediments, 

Then twenty times you ftop :butO vaineboalt. 

Who can controuk his Fate ? tis not fo now, 
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4 The Adooreoj Venice. 

pale as thy fmocke,whcn we (hall meeteat count, 

This looke of thine, wUlhurlerny foule from heauen. 

And fiends will limeh at it •. coM,coktmy girle, 

Eucn like thy chaftity; O curfed flaue : 

Whippe me you Diuells, 

From the pcffcffion oftlvs heauenly fight, 
glow me about in winds, roaft me in fulphurc, 

VVnfh me in ficcpe do.wne gulphcs of liquid fire; 

0 Def'emona^Defda/wua.dc^d^OyO^o. 

Enter Lodouico, Montano, lagoyW Officers , 
Caffio in a Chaire* 

tod . Where isthisrafn andmoft infortunate man* 

Oth . Thai’s he that was Othe//o y hc\:cl am. 

Lod, W here is this V ipcr,bring the villaine forth. 

Oth , I locks downe towards his feet,but that’s a fable 
It tbcu beeft' a cliucll,! cannot kill thcc. 

Led , Wring his fword from him. 
lag, I bleed fir,buc not kiPJ. 

Oth. I am not lorry neither,! ’de haue thee liue* 

For in my fenfe tis happinefie to die. 

Ltd. O thou Othello , that wert once fo good, 

Falne in the pra£tifc of a damned flaue. 

What fhould be laid co thee ? 

Oth. Why any thing. 

An honourable murderer ifyou will : 

For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confett his villainy ; 

Did you and he consent in Cafsios death ? 

Oth, 1. • 

Coif , Deare Generali,! did neucr giuc you caufe. 

Oth. I do* belceue it, and I a $ke you pardon, 

Vv ill yen pray,deruaod that demy diuell, 

Vi hy he hath thus infnarM my foule and body ? 

lag. Demand me nothing, what you know you knoW ; 
rtom this time forth I neucr will fpeake word. 

Lud. What not to pray ? 

Cm, Torments will op e your lips. 

N 



